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Author's Notes: 
Quick one shot, haven\'t written in a while but couldn\'t let this one go. Set around the time after David sued 


Dave. 


A crisp white shirt, blue jeans and amber curls. He had aged since I'd seen him last. Deep creases framed tired 


eyes. He looked anxious, forlorn, strung out. He fidgeted nervously with nothing in particular in his pockets. 


My decision had been cruel, callous, and deeply selfish. To cut him off and throw him away right when he 


needed me more than ever. As his world was crashing down, | had been the one to push him over the edge. 


An overwhelming urge to reach out and embrace him washed over me, instead | clenched my fists awkwardly 


at my sides and did nothing. 
It had been over a year since we had seen each other. 


It was a hot, dry day. The blue sky stretched so thin and tight, no clouds, but perhaps if you took a pin to the 


sky itd burst forth and finally, there'd be rain Inside, the white painted walls, the cold white tiles, the air 
conditioner roaring away, it was cold, sterile, clinical. Minimal furniture, and what was there looked too 


expensive to dare ever use for fear of ruining it. It was trying too hard. It was Dave all over. 
He moved his left hand awkwardly, with every movement he winced a little, it pained him still 


He had asked, over and over and over, and finally | had come. Though now it seemed there was nothing to say 


and nothing to do but standard there and look at each other. 
It was tense to say the least. 


| really didn't think you'd come." 
His voice cut through the silence and startled me. 


"Well, you're looking much better," | lied. He looked terrible. He knew it too. Silence returned. 
The guilt that | had carried around since I'd left was now crushing my chest. What had | done? 


"IFs all over man," Dave started, "Pam's gone, the kids are gone, the band is gone, you're gone." 

| swallowed hard at his last two words. 

"You'll bounce back, you always do," | insisted. 

"Not this time," he responded. For the first time in the twenty years that | had known Dave, | looked up and 
the fire in his eyes was gone. He'd spent his entire adult life trying to out metal Metallica, and it had left him 


a broken, shell of a man. No family, no friends, no band. 


He had been spiralling out of control and my knee jerk reaction was to leave him in the dust. Some friend I'd 
turned out to be. And then to add insult to injury, I'd sued him while | was at it. Just driving that knife deeper 
into his back. 


"| might not ever play guitar again," he said, his face serious and well, miserable. 


"Yeah, but maybe you will to," | tried. He huffed a half laugh and shrugged his shoulders. 


| felt helpless and lost. The urge to reach out and touch him was growing. And the urge to push passed him 
and run, run and never look back was also growing. | felt so confused and conflicted. 


‘lm sorry," | muttered under my breath, half hoping he wouldn't hear me. 
"Not your fault," he shuffled his feet and avoided my gaze. 

"| left-" | began, he cut me off. 

"You had to." 


Silence, again, a mutual understanding perhaps. So much left unsaid, but none of it worth saying any more. 


"Why did you ask me to come?" | said after a while. He sighed, he shrugged his shoulders and looked at me. 


"Do you remember when we were living in LA and living in those shoebox apartments and you said you were 


nothing special?" 
| nodded, curious to see where he was going with this. 
"And | said you were special enough. That you're a remarkable man. And with or without me | wanted you to 


always, always know that you are worthy of unconditional and limitless love." 


It was strange. Dave was a sentimental and nostalgic man. He only spoke of love when he was really very 


serious. 


He looked into my eyes and bore into my very soul. 


"| love you David." 


"| know," | replied. | didn't move, | didn't flinch, | wanted to hold him and | wanted to grab him and shake him. 
Didn't he know what he had put me through all those years? Didn't he know what | had become because of 
him? | had been a fucking junkie heroin addict and it was all because of that fucker! 


"You don't need to do this," | said, "you don't need to tell me these things." 
"But | do." 


Dave was such a needy child. 


"What do you want from me?" | was growing tired of this exchange. 


"I just wanted to know you were okay, | guess.” 


| looked up and saw him tired, anxious, and a growing concern. Dave was a selfish, self-centred, manchild who 


frustrated the hell out of me on a daily basis, but deep down in his own strange way, he really did care. 
| knew what he really wanted, and it was something | just could not give. 


| can't come back Dave," | said honestly. 
He nodded. 


| can't join the band again, not ever, not again, but who knows what the future holds, for any of us.” 


Funny thing about the word but, as soon as it's uttered what was said before it becomes a lie and what is 
said afterwards is the new truth. Who knows what the future holds. As soon as the words exited my mouth, | 
knew, one day, I'd be back. In every sense of the word. 


"You're taking care of yourself, right?" he asked me. Again with the concern. 
"Yeah, I'm doing my best, and you?" | knew the answer would be a lie, and it was, he was fine apparently, doing 


really well in treatment. But his face said it all, Dave was in a really dark, low place. 


"Can we at least be friends?" he pleaded with me. 
| nodded, sure, friends. 
| moved closer to him and gingerly took his hand in mine. 


‘I'm here for you Dave, | am." 


His eyes filled with hope. 

"Right now, | need to look after me, and you need to look after you, we're no good together, me and you," | 
tried. | rested my forehead against his and felt his breath against my skin. It was tense. 

"| need to take me back, | need to fix myself," | explained. He knew it was true. We had so much to fix on our 


own before we thought about each other. | let him go and backed off. My heart raced and my head pulsed. 


He looked disappointed. This hadn't been the outcome he was hoping for. And as | left, the weight of the 
baggage between us was no lighter than it had been before. And we bow vowed not to leave it so long between 


visits next time. 

It was hot outside, as | got into my car the sun beat down on my neck and the seatbelt was hot against my 
skin | looked back and saw him at the door. Tired, sad, alone and yet full of concern and worry for me. It was 
flattering and at the same time very surreal. He waved with his right hand, his left falling almost lifeless at 
his side. | waved awkwardly back as | pulled out the drive. 


His concern had left me with a strange feeling. 


He had called me all the way over just to tell me that | was still special enough. 


